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less species and orders j alligators lie in wait for
their prey, and schools of porpoises come in by the
inlets in pursuit of other schools of fat mullet which
swarm in the water. Such teeming life I had never
before any conception of. In the surf the sharks
lurked and coasted up and down, watching us as we
waded in fishing for bass, if by chance we should
give them an opportunity for a bite; the sharp,
warning fin showing in the hollow green of the
combing breaker ever and anon as we stood thigh-
deep in the foam. It made one shudder to see
that silent terror patrolling up and down the margin
of the deep water, waiting for an incautious venture
of the bather beyond the shallows, into which the
shark dared not come.

I went with a fishing party down the coast to
Matanzas, an abandoned fort of the early Spanish
days, and passed there the most impressive open-
air night in my recollection. We camped on the
beach, and my shelter was a gauze mosquito netting
stretched over four poles, about three feet high,
driven in the sand, and as wide as high, and my
bed was the sea sand, no covering being required.
Through the gauze the sea breeze blew gently; on
one side of the long, narrow beach the great Atlan-
tic breakers roared a monotonous bass, and on the
other there came from the lagoon the many-toned
murmur of a thousand bird voices, some familiar
and some strange, whooping of cranes and chatter-
ing of coots, ducks, and divers, cries of pelicans, and
now and then the sound of flapping wings, as ifnumber-ecimensI wasNew York, hee sees through all hisr than action.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